Wincess Fiak’s Birthday,
A\ A Tale of Old Days in Japan

Adapted,

It was winter and very cold, and the
els of costly wood, carved with art
1 wealth of detpil’had been carefully
~and around the Prince, making the room
s which he sat very sraall. ‘

Maoy beautiful robes lned with' warm
and oevered with priceless silk lay
gossedd in contrasting colors on the daimio's
yeast, and on one wide slesve of thé outer-
gost garment was embroidered a «star
prmed by five balls encircling a sixth.
mis was the crest of the illustrious Kauga
mily, which knows no equal throughout

{§ Japan Or among the islands of Shendal

od Satsuma 2

The Prince, in spite of his vassals, his

and his money, felt nevertheless
fhal he was very poor and misérable. And

e reason was that for several days he
wd tried to think of something for the an-,
gversary of his daughter's’ birthday and
j could think of nothing. ;

It was unfortunately true that' the' Prin-

_who would on the morrow attain the
ggnity of sixteen, already posseased every-
ping that it was possible for a young lady to-
hossese, it this was no consolation to the
dimio. \What was the use of being a Prince, |

i having =uch wealth, if he could not offer

jer something new and pleasing? '

Presently he arose. ;

*] will go to her apartments. Perhaps,
weonscionsly, she will tell me what she
vould like.” he said to himself.

Hestruck a bronze gong and immediately
ge carved panels rolled open, disclosing
wdless halls filled with samurals of noble |
prth, pages, guards and menlals. The
wmurais who wore the two swords bowed
deep while all the others prostrated them-

B ives on the ground.

] will vizit my daughter,” said the
daimlo. |

Fiaki, or Ray of Sunshine, sat on a pile of |
wshions in the hall of her own particular |
mlace. The folds of her magnificent robes
vere arranged symmetrically about her
i many colors and shapes, but most abun-
ot was the wonderful kimono of blue ,
atin everywhere embroidered with spider
yebs in which were caught the many ool-
wed petals of summer flowers.

The voung girl's face was white as snow,
ter crimson lips opened slightly to disclose
wo rows of pearly teeth, and the eyebrows,
wlowing the manner of Princeeses, were
wsely shaven and replaced by two little
fack patches painted very high on the fore-
pad.

As the Prince entered, Fiak! hid her.face |
gr an instant in the long sleeves of her |
pbe, thus greeting her father with a tender ‘
od modest salute. The daimio smiled |
vith pleasure at the grace and beauty of |
pe child whom he adored. He over- |

vhelmed her with caressing names, asking i
[
|

ler if she was happy and if there was noth-
g she degired. .

“Ahl illustrious Prince and father,” cried
Maki, clasping her hands sorrowfully,
‘ow can I be happy while the earth suf- |
frs? How can smile when the skles |
veep? Ah, the gods are cruel to have |
ceated the winter season! I feel like a |
mor little exiled plant, barely alive, and 1
et unable to die!™ v |

*It is certain there ia not she desires |
» much as springtime,” ought the|
Prince to- himself, onoe more back in his
little room, .

He scowled fiercely at the gray clouds
outside. Suddenly "he commanded the
ssence of his chief Minister. Nai-da-tain
astened to learn the wishes of his illustrious
bird. but the Minister's heart sank at the
ight of the Prince’'s sombre face.

To-morrow is my daughter's birthday,”
began. coldly. “I desire, do you under- |
and, 1 desire that by daybreak to-morrow
the trees and bushes of the park and the ,
wtire country surrounding the palace ehall |
he covered with flowers, as in the firas
months of the springtime. You may go." |

“Your will shall be obeyed in all things." |
fmurmured the Minister, bowing hlmsel(‘

|

out backward.

Once outeide he clutched his hands in
the protecting sleeves of his garment.

‘It is exile, it is death!"” he thought, bit-
terly. “What can I have done that should
disgrace me?”

He examined his conscience severely.
*Nothing,” he said at last. “The Prinoce
really desires that the spring should come |
to his daughter. Well, 1 will not trouble |

about death. But s there no other way?”

A sudden Insfirntion came to him, and
he ran uwuui o his own palace, noting,
with terror, that the short winter day was
nearly ended. Gathering his ocolleagues
around m‘nbo told them of the extraor:
dinary d of the Prince. Ve

“There is only one thing to be done,” he
went owtlng the frightened faces about
him. “Listen] We may yet be saved.

“Every one within three leagues around,
?ﬁu‘ﬁﬁ"' girls :‘nd boyts. nobies, mer-

peasanta, must set instantl
to work with silk, velvet, satin and p A
and make scores of
up their clothes, their hnndnf-; let them
: ot\;:; gt their fans, cushions; every-

ave.
* “Then, before daybreak, all these flowers
must be tied, fastened or glued to all the
trees and bushes of the guk and all the
oountry near the palace; the finest and best
nedr the Princess’'s palace and the poorest
the furthest away. All the nters and
artists muat superintend the rations,

'ake ‘the army, take the hospitals,

take the prisons. tvery one must work,
no one must stop to eat or drink to-night.
Go, and remember that your very lives de-
pend upon your su e

Without a word the Ministers fled im-
mediately from the .palace. In less than
an hour there was not a oe nor a house
in the city nor & single village in the country
where ' the ‘' inha ts were nof making
flowers, and if one looked that night
from the daimio’s palace he would bave
seen thousands of lanterns bobbing about
among the trees in'every direction.

The next morning, as her women finished
dr?:tln ‘ht;r. . heanl:l the sound bg!
BW ] and many instruments
e ay

“Ah! it is my day to-day,” she said,
with a shiver.” “Why are the gyods so oruel
ds to cause it to fall in the winter time?” Her
m«n pulled aside the curtains from the

ow.

“What a beautiful day, mistress,” they |

said.
Indeed, as if it too were a oourtier, the

| sky was clothed in richest blue, in which

the sun like a golden jewel shane proudly.
dly the Prinoess walked out upon
the balcony. But what a cry of joy and
surprise broke from her lips! owers,
flowers, in every diredtion and as far as

she could see. The Princess Tubbed her |

eyes. Was it a miracle?
“Father, father!" she cried as the noble
Prince enu:red her apartment, “truly, you

are a god.

The daimlo, smiling with pleasure, pro-
posed a ride through the park to see the
magical springtime. The delighted Prin-
oess clapped her hands, and the brilliant
prooession of-gn{ly clad courtiers headed by
the Prince and his daughter started slowly
down the winding avenue.

“What a delicious perfume scents the air!"
cried the Princess.

Surprired, the daimio realized that the

goft odors of the rpring flowers did indeed |

fill the air. The secret was that every
few rods a fire of sweetest incense burned
in carefully hidden braziers.

Presently an especially beautiful pink
lum tree caught the attention of the
rincens,

“] wish a branch of that tree,” she cried,

hap?ily. “1t will be a memory of one
;)_; the mont heautiful promenades of my
ife.”

The daimio looked uneasily at the |

Minister.

“She will discover the cheat,” he thought.

Rut Nai-da-tsin did not tremble nor grow

e.

“(irant me the honor to pluck it for yon,*
he said.

He rode up to the tree and brought back
a sus)erh branch, The princess seized it,
burying her face in the fresh, rosy flowers.

The daimio was more surprised than
before. He did not guess that the Prime
Minister had emptied all the greenhouses
of all the palaces and had prepared many
trees for just such an oocasion.

“You are a wonderful man," the Priuce

| eried to his Prime Minister when they re-

turned to the palace. “You are absolutely
a magician. But, tell me, what can | do
next year to surraml this marvellous féte””
The Prime M
pointed to a charming young man, son of
the Prince of Satsuma, who was aiding the
Princess Fiaki to alight from her coach.
“When another year has passed and the
Princess receives another

at charming Prince. She will Jove him
more than she does the springtime.”

The daimio handed the Minister a key of |

bronze, incrusted with gold.

“Thisx is the kev to my treasures,” he
gald, “Take it and make what use of it
vou will. You are more valuable to me
than gold or precious stones.”

*It's a good thing for us, I suppose, that |!
vhenever we get it all fixed up in our minds |
N that we're too everlastingly alert and crafty
o be donp by anybody we usually get a
fall that takes the stiffening out of us,”
mmarked a man who spends most of his
gare time just walking around and look-
ing things over. “Up to a certain day last
wek, now, 1 had a pretty thorough under-
manding with myself that there was no |
kind of bun e, new or old, around
New York that I'd bite on. Well, listen.

*A week ago last Tuesday, after lunch, |
I was standing on the northwest oorner
of Thirty-ninth street and Broadway kind
¢ taking a sun bath and in no hurry to
wing on board a downtown car. Two
o three other nuen were standing near me
Ging the same.

‘Our attention waa attracted as we
#o0d there by the spectacle of a boy wear- |
:nn scullion's cap and apron recklessly

zin§ an empty orockery pitcher above |
b head. . . ‘

*‘What Infernal whelps most boys are, ]
wyway,' muttered a sporty Iooklnr man
qurl‘mr near me to a plain looking in- |
dvidual alongeide him. ‘Now, just look |
# that cub fooling with that pitcher. [t's |
teinch that he'll drop it and smash it to !
mithereens  before he gets to Seventh
trenie, |

*'Oh, I dunno,’ was the reply of the
pain looking man. ‘I guess the kid knows
vhat he's about.’

* ‘Bet you five he drops it before he
Maches Seventh avenue,' was the quick
meponse of the man with the sporty look.

*'Well, I reckon I'll take that bet,' an-
tvered the plain looking man, and he pro- |
his wad. {

*The sporty looKing citizen peeled a V

m his roll, and both the men put up

ir money with a cabman. Then the
Wwok up the jog together toward Sevent
tenue to keep an eye on the boy, who was
ﬂi.ll swinging the pitcher wildly.

1 held m( und and watched the pro-
oedings. It looked to me like a pretty
wod gamble for the plain looking man,

Butil, when the boy was only about ten
et from Seventh avenue, the pitcher flew
%t of his hand as he was trying to describe

tme elngularly dificult trigonometrical
re in the air with it, and was dashed

a bundred fragments against a door-

e
‘(l‘hn ﬂpoﬂ? looking man and the ldnw
mking indivfdual returned to the Broad way
®mer, and the former took (% ' two Va from
cabman stakeholder with a grin, saying:
sure thought I was going to lose out when
kid got so near Seventh avenue with-
! anything happening to the pitcher.'
*Two days later 1 was stan n% along-
u hotel at the corner of 125th street
j@d Fighth, avenue, in Harlem, waiting for
downtown surface car, when I saw that
W.<ame kitohen apprentice clomping along
9 E ghth avenue and again wildly swing-
£ 1 crockery pitcher,
Fhen I cast my eyes about me, and
bero only five feet to the left of me and
ing ainst an [, stanchion was the
Rorty loo lr:n man who had won the bet
' ovuple of ﬁl before down on Thirty-
nth street. He blinked lazily at me
"en he notioed that I had observed the
Wy with the pitoher

"

JEWARE OF SURE THING BETS |
" ON THIS BOY AND HIS PITCHER

—

| along on' his way,

‘What infernal whelps most boys are,

anyway,' he said to me in precisely the
same words and in the same tone he had
used in making the remark a couple of days
before to the plain looking man who had
lost his five spot. ‘Now, just look at that
cub fooling with that pitcher. It's a cinch
that he'll drop it and smash it to smithereens
before he reaches the next corner.’

“‘What a foxy and yet simple method
this fellow has of picking up a living,'
mused. ‘But watch me fool him.'
“*That's the betting end of it I said
aloud to the sporty looking man, ‘that

| I'd be willing to take myself.

“‘Oh, well,’ he replied, laughingly, ‘any

old thing to pass the time away. It's |

about an even thing, one way or the other,
I suppose,’ -

*‘Just about,' said I.

“‘Well," he said, good naturedly, ‘I'll
bet you a V then at the boy doesn't
smash the pitcher before he reaches the
next corner.’

“‘You're on,’ said I.undwegut upour two |

fives with the newsdealer on the corner.

““This,’ said I to myself as I fell into ste
with the sporty looking man, ‘is like wheed-
lin ma out of a nickel for cookles.
I think I see five dollars in velvet money.'

“My reflections along this pleasant line
however, were interrupted. ) b:( was |
nging

already crouinﬁithe street, still &
the pitcher wil

He reached the other side, and went rig
taking tremendous
chances with the pitcher and whistlin
with all the fervor of youth—and I ha
lost my five.

“How had the sporty looking man passed
the signal to the kid not to drop the pitcher
on that occasion? You can search me.
give it up. I didn't stop to inquire. 1 felt
too cheap to stop for any purpose whatso-
ever, but swung on board the downtown
surfaoe car with a whole lot of the kinks
of oonceit combed out of me.”

flowers. Let t.hem‘m '

inistor smiled slowly. He |

sirthday as a |
ﬁlln from the gods, give her for a hushand |
t

y and whistling merrilg. [
t

_ THE SUN; SUNDAY, DECEMBER 11, 1004.

: It had been a strenuous night on Mount
JOlympus. All the pgods and goddesses
were there for the regular Saturday night

Clouds had been left out, and everybody
in the ocelestial push was present.

The heavenly party had partaken plenti-
fully of ambrosia (the best advertised
breakfast food of the gods), and the Didal

of the choloest vintages.

For a time things ran smoothly. The
Olympian topliners perf
stunts to the gratification'of the audience.

But things were not going fast enough
to suit Ganymede, the youthful barkeep
of the palace. So into the next bucket of

all the Parisian boulevardiers to the nut
foundry of Sabonne., He added other
ingredients dear to the hearts of mortals,
and oonoooted a mixture that was the
progenitor of the modern cocktail.

earthly paint, and the fun soon grew fast

and furious. )
Apollo stood up, lightly thrummed his

tuneful lyre, and began to eing “In the

responsive strains rendered “Bedelia,”
Juno's peacock screaming an acocompani-
| ment to the chorus. Thereupon the Three
{ Graces did a triple skirt danoce. X

!  Old Neptune, smelling of salt horse and
missionary rum, next executed the sailor's
| hornpipe. Mars, who was a bit groggy.
1 began pleading with Ganymede to send a

jug of his double-cross mixture to Gen.
| Kuropatkin. Finally old Jupiter, after
| quafing his thirty-third stein, stood up,
shook hia Hyperion curls, let off a bunch
of thunderbolts and then fell off his throne
with a thud that made high Olympus
| tremble.

“The old man's down and out," cried
Juno, as she sent out a hurry-up call for
| Esculapiue, who quickly responded and
administered a few bichloride jabs into

The celestials greedily absorbed this |

smoker. The latchstring to the Gate of | down the )id.

ocups had been oft replenished with nectar | olantly to murmur “I wish I was in Dixey,"”

|

|

ed-their several | borne to their golden couches and covered
| over with fleecy clouds, until only the dead

{
|
|

i

{
|
|
i
|

Good Old Summer Time.” The Muses in |

| over his four abreast, and cried “Giddap.”

~ AUTOMOBILING ON MOUNT OLYMPUS'

Match Race Between Vulcan and Pheebus Apollo—The Original Hammerer
Up Against the Up-to-Date Regulation Put in
Force at Charon’s Ferry.

“the terrible right arm” of the prostrate | left the Chariot of the Sun in the empyreal
Jove. The attendants carried the old man | distance.

out, threw- him into the coal bin and shut In its terrific flight the gasolene terror
knocked off the crumpled horn of the Bull,

The noise and confusion awakened Mor- | severed an arm of the Boorpion and made
pheus, who began spinning a string of ir- | the Big Bear growl and the Little Bear
idescent dreams to trouble the slumbers | squeal. The serpent, ocolled up around
of the batty oocupants of the psyohopathio [¢he North Pole, thinking a rival python
ward in Bellevue. - Adonis revived suffi- [ was on the rampage, hissed back at the
speeding auto and then proceeded to
swallow his tail.

On, on flew the Blue Streak, knooking
off the handle of the Big Dipper and jabbing
out a tooth in the Lion's jaw. In whizzing
past the earth a cormer of the tonneau
grazed the cheek of a New York Alderman
which nearly put the machine out of busi-

and then oollapsed in the arms of Venus. |
One by one the Celestials and guests were

game sports and a few pikers were left at

the Knockers' Table.
Already it was nearing the time for the

brew he poured enough absinthe to send | Flaming Car of Day to start on its journey. | ness. It began to look as if Phabus had

The Hours were harnessing the horses that | heen, left at the post as Vulcan neared the

wereeven now filling the air with theirsnort- | tape. )
inge and flery breath, and trampling the | At last the grimy autoist arrived at the
turf with their golden shod hoofs. Styx ferry.

Old Vulean (the original Hammerer), 0ld Charon tooted his whistle, and Vulcan,
who by this time was pretty well potted, | responding with his “honk, honk,” shut
was dessanting from the head of the Knock- | off the power. While he was digging down
ers’ Table upon the speed and prowess of | in his pocket for the coin to buy his ferry
his automobile, just from the shops of the | ticket with, Charon walked down the plank.
Cyclops. It was painted a oerulean hue | “Read this notice, you old chimney
and called The Thunderer, in honor of Jove. | gweep,” he said, * and draw your fire.”
He swore lustily that he could distance | Vulcan read:
any of the cometa, owners up. l ............. B, S Venieas AR
“I'll bet my anvil against the purple : :
pajamas of Phabus Apollo that I can !
beat his team of Percherons in a getaway : mwzﬁne or stesm ’nt\;lst_bbr‘dunn before
race to Hades," roared the old blacksmith. § PORFAIRR QIS A SOREY O ot PHiote
“I'll go you," replied Apollo, and they all :
repaired to the paddock.
Phebus, clad in purple vesture, jumped
into his ohariot, gathered up the ribbons

NOTICE.
The fires of all automoblles propelled by

While he was yet reading the plunging
steeds of Phabus dashed past him and up
the gangplank, and the boat pulled out for
| the Portal of Hades. .

“Stung!” cried old Vulcan.

“Philopena!” shouted back the grizzly
Pluto from the box office of the Infernal

Reﬁiom..
“I'll tell Dr. Parkhurst that you've taken
off the lid," yelled Vulcdh.

And all Hades began to sing the “Anvil

0Old Vulean put on his oilskins, adjusted
his goggles and pulled the throttle wide |

open. .
“Go!" cried Mercury, waving his ca-
duceus.
“They're off!” shouted the pikers.
Down the Milky Way it was even Stephen, |

| but soon the Thunderer took the lead and | Chorus.”

It was the last day of March. The sig-
nora, attended by her friends, was sitting
| in the cosy library. As she glanced down
the columns of the evening paper this short

The villa of the Count Soragna.”

She clapped her hands.

« Just what I have been wanting so long,*
| she cried. “I will go to-morrow and look
at the place."

“It has been for sale for five or six years
at least,” observed one of her friends. “It
{‘must be frightfully spider-webby by this
time."

“A few spider webs are easily brushed
away," replied the signora. who was al-

announcement caught her eye: “For sale. |

ROMANCE OF THE PURCHASE OF A VILLA IN ITALY

From the Italtan.
rounded hy graceful trees. | Rurel¥ so distinguishad a woman would
“1s this the Villa Soragna”” not have remained unmarried. But he
“The same,” replied the driver, laconi- said, quietly:

cally. “After a certain number of deceptions
A% she spoke a man appeared at the the Count has discovered a plan which
gate. works very well. He himeself acts as a guide
“You wish to =ee some one at the vilia?" for the visitors to the villa——" =
he inquired, raising his hat politely. The signora did not wait for him to
The siguora smiled in quick apprecia- answer. Turning with questioning eyes she
tion. cried:
“The villa itself, please,” she said. *“Is “Then you are——"

“The Count Soragna, at your service.”
If it was not a dream it was certainly like
The signora, whose chief sin was not

it not for sale?”

The man looked at, her closely, scrutiniz-
ingly, until the signora felt alinost abashed. | 2Nhe;
Then slowly opening the door, he said:

“Knter.” | in her Jife perhaps distinctly embarrassed.
The earriage drove lumberingly up the She must have shown it, for the Count
’K'u‘lt',i'lﬂ avenue, shaded hy tall l.un)lmrdy ‘ ha:{“’?;;i ;’:lﬁ"-‘;)'aﬁi()n a thousand of themi

| poplars, now faintly tinged with green. | bill, thets was no. othet mathod of daters

ready busy finding directions as to how to |

“Yes, hut the real point of ‘my remark
was that if no one has taken the house in
that length of time it cannot be very de-,
girable.”

“I refuse to allow the point. 1 am sure
that it is only jealeusy on your part he-
cause you did not find the advertisement
yourself,” and the signora smiled tri-
umphantly.

The next morning, among the rare trav-
ellers at the north station at Milan was
a lady, tall and distinguished looking. She
was evidently accustomed to admiration,
for she did not appear to notice the glances
universally bestowed upon her, and her
| whole attention seemed centred in the little
guide book in her hand.

“Six months of country life, amid abso-
Jute solitude,” the signora thought, as she
took her seat in the train.

The Villa Soragna was situated in the
very midst of the Alpine foothills.
were no towns, scarcely- even villages,
nothing but woods and fields in the neigh-
borhood. The signora had found her ideal
at last.

Not that the signora was an enemy of
mankind. On the contrary, she loved her
| fellow creatures, sometimes in particular,
but always in the abstract, as behooves all
good Christians. But there were times
when she felt an irresistible need to see
people from a distance in order to love
them more. ‘

The almost empty traiu ran swiftly on its
way, and the signora amused berself
| with the swift glimpses of the villas
dotted here and there upon the road.

“I am sure that mine will not be like
any of those,” xhe said with a shrug of her
beautiful shouldera. “If they were built by
i a machine they could not be giore alike.”

When the train stopped and the signora
had descended from her compartment she
turned to one of the three hackmen who
pressed around her and asked:
| © “Can you take me to the Villa Soragna?”
! “The Villa Soragna'” repeated one of the

men, hesitating wslightly, as if recalling
| something he had forgotten.
|  “Do you not know the way?" sald the
f signora quickly.

“Yes, indeed, Excellency, it is not very
far.”
| “Very well! Let us start,” and the signora

hastened to take her seat -in the reugh

country coach awaiting her.
| “This ir certainly the solitude for which
‘ 1 longed,” she thought as the peasant drove
? ¢lowly along the winding road. *I think

1 could love iy fellow creatures very dearly

it 1 was allowed to gaze at them from this

| remote corner of the world.”

| At length the wagon stopped hefore an
iron gateway which opened upun a long
avenue, leading to a long stone villa, sur-

|
l reach the Soragna villa.
|
|

| delighted. Thecombined elegance and sim- |

There |

Seen closer, the villa was even more beanti- |
ful than from a distance, and the signora
drew a long breath of pleasure as she
murmured:
“How lovely it is here!”
B&n?h%atﬂodon tlhﬁ threshold the stranger
who had admitted her appeared again. : “ h s
“If you will permit n?g’e signorﬁa i will sald the ﬁlgnora.dryl'v; And do you think
serve as vour guide,” he said. “I am the YO know me mow?" She smiled ironi-
sll'arvlt‘urd.i 7 i ' C&!l‘int at all,” said:‘the Count, bending gal-
e signora. was conecious of a vague y 4
feeling u? disappointment at lhel ma%)'s lantly to pick up a gloye she had let all.
words. Surely, she thought, that air of | “To know a woman is always difficult; to
birth and breeding belonged to some one nﬁ'lr;n ‘hf‘ oL kno]w h:*rx ‘ls Rt
of a higher station. He made her think p;u.s,-n(_, B Yy .0a80, mereiy LOw: in
of Titian's famous *Portrait of a Gentle- | & _.?,lrat.mn; S 1" and the si
man,” which she had long admired in the ravo, Count Soragna. " anc, the 8. gnoia
Pitti Gallery. held out her hand, smiling this time with
“The proprietor does not live here?” she the smile of a woman who has found hor
asked. K } ' uwnler. Jo'7®
“The Count is absent,” replied her com- aek?‘lcili,h{a '(‘-‘;‘lfn{";f'}h'ehfaS’f"mfﬂfhf,“ :dy
panion, opening the door and standing aside | {, the door )
for her to enter. The signora pretended to be busy fasten-
As the signora went from one beautiful | j7 her glove and did not answer. ‘
room to another she was more and more | “May [ take down the a-'ign?" He re-
pen‘t\ed the question ){;\;mhly. . .
. S0 4 4 / | © “What are the conditions?" but the sig-
“m;‘rj;“'l:'(;li‘#; :‘e"z'; lf lx}o(;;*l. ](l)""r)‘;m-‘h(:r ‘J‘:“"ﬁl"‘: nora did not lift her eyes from tha refractory
) b love.
steward shares the olden grace of manners | & ’
that is so much a part of tﬁe building.” ' (‘03llll‘(;r:a\i“"la:oi}l?:‘rlnnon‘ sidlancs, Then the
iihe, encouraged him (o talk, waiching = Ouly’one. It is that tho future owner
acquaintances could speak with more ?-2"(,:‘;;“;"23,.&2“ sonnem to become thg
charming wit ar ease, and as they paused y . “at ; -
in the rectangular library he referred m‘:,?ﬁ“’;f,f, ,‘,,’,‘fmi’:,‘ﬁ."‘l{i. m:())'? };;nr;;a::d
“3“‘:”‘“? and with intimate knowledge to | for thia. Consequently, being quite unable
'h,‘;.h"?(;‘l"‘r:)l:;““‘l::::‘gl‘;‘:;n“v Iy. Then | to decide in five minutes to take both avilla
) BIF ely. en l and a husband, she continued to button

mininﬁ the character of the aspirants to

my villa. I love it go truly that _

i{i(\j‘_edit tq any one who would not love it as
id.*

“So you committed th;perﬂdy of spring-
ing an examination upon one unprepared?”

plicity of the whole charmed her.

feeling as if she must awake wromehow A t
from the dream that seemed to hold her | ?:9,1;:2’:;:.'00‘99 ;,};:‘.ﬁ‘vot & “;h:;'e dl::,?. il

she said: M or ®
“I am more than satisflad with the villa. ' orield ;,'1,‘ (‘?;:;:::‘. ,.Ti‘::g h::h;l‘nl%'answer.

Will you please tell me what the Count's For a moment they looked happily into

price is?” each other's e
3 ayes.
The steward looked troubled. “A roir,” said i ntly.
“The last one who looked at it was told " D ‘:——“m the slgnore, geally

the price was $500,000. But he was a
common, coarse sort of man who talked
about putting in a steam heating arrange-
ment and electric lights. The Count would !
not have sold the place to him under any
consideration.” recently undes water at the spot where the
The signora looked amused. | Dunvegan Castle collided with the elbow
“Y our Count is a proud ggntleman'.' she | of the South Arm pier. He was engaged
said, Somewhat original, is he not?" in attaching a chain to one of the seven ton
Yes, II; do not ldeny it,” said the young | concrete blocka dislodged by the liner. The
ma(n. 1 ut people ";'30 are}origlnal are | water was clear enough for him to distinguish
"°un: w;mchw{g"‘bo orn ’:m on the | jhiacts quite well, and as he was stooping
as ! 58 ragnas have owned over his duties a monster cuttle fish, which
for centuries, attached to every corner Tk i ty i
and stone of the house, each room and each | D84 been lurking in a cavity underneath the
bit of furniture is a part of his heart." block, darted out a huge tentacle, and 1n an
{nstant had pinioned his leg as in a vise.

“But, excuse me, why then—-—"

“] know what you would say. Why does Another tentacle shot out, pinioning his
the Count wish to sell his ¢ gmu: Be- | Arm. Mr. Palmer describes the horrible ac-
cause he is very poor. He has a ve nodest | Hon of the suckers upon his hand as like a
i “which. with th le of m _n?“ sovere eleotric khook, coupled with the terror
noome. 3 o sale of the villa, | snd nausea with which the appearance of
would suffice for all his needs. He has | {his horrible mass of viscous gelatine filled
wavered between sentiment and material | him. However, he hastily pulled the signal
gains. How oould he sel]l his home to a fat cord, #nd the men ahove commenced to haul
old lady with innumerable cages of par- | him up. Mr. Palmer was literally wreathed
rots? He must find some one who would | f2out “"f”‘m"""‘l‘“"ilg"' "”,d d"“‘ L and
be worthy of his beautiful home.” | JeETOr Of Ju6 NAIGHIY RAG"PFAUCALY 6Xs

hausted him.
The signora, touched keenly by the Willing hands drageed him up the ladder,
pathetic voice, said warmly:

l;’h but aven then the octupus would not release
“Poor Count Soragna!” en she added,

% Soragn I‘;a nr;\t'. Kdnht';o n?d h‘n't‘chnrln had lto be
: dare presen rought an e strength of several men
s,erﬂff‘ﬁdo,e .lh% Co'\‘x:zerfor ap‘;;;ovalt exerted to tear away the mass. Spread out
01d maids, like myself, are surel %' | on the pier the octopus measured 1135 feet

Tae saiward 1acked. &b hee K_‘ D i from tip to tip of ita tentacles. It is described
It was his turn to wonder at her words.

In the Grasp of a Cuttle Fish.
From South Africa.

AMr. H. Palmer, a diver in the employ of
the Cape Town Harbor Board, was at work

on the Bouth African coast.

{ timidity, found herself for the first time |

could not |

THE GOOD

as the largest that has ever been landed
SAMARITAN. ‘

Wls e’

THERE YOU
ARE, SIR,-AS
PLAIN /5 DAY.

& You have something on your mind, my friend. -

e Pray let me give yqy a little Lift.
'

1 may be able to straighten you out.

|
|

| almost seeme
| and were doing part of a sketch. But,

| handed him his stack of books. Then the
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TWO WOMEN IN A

RACE FOR

A FLAT; RESULT, A DEAD HEAT

“The owner of this flat building doesn't
believe in having those unsightly 'Apart-
Ynents to Let' signs stuck out in front,
and so we advertise the vacant flats in the
papers,” said the agent of the building.
“The very desirable $40 a month flit on
the third floor was advertised in Thursday
morning’s papers. I got action on the ad-
vertisements the first thing.

“Two young matrons wearing the worrled
expression of the flat secker in their eyes
appeared in my ground floor office at the
same instant, shortly after 9 o'clock in the
morning. They looked as if they'd dreased

hurriedly and had hustled from their |

homes, on flat hunting intent, immediately
after getting their husbands off to their
offices.

“They both, as I say, entered my office
door at once. It was a dead heat and no
mistake, :

“ “That 840 flat,’ they both said to me in
a breath and breathleasly.

“ ‘Yes,' said 1. ‘Are you together?’

“] knew that they weren't together, but
I'm a real mischievous old man, and I like |
to study 'em.

“ ‘No!' they both snapped together with a
suddenness that was amply satisfying to
my sense of curiosity.

“ ‘Well,’ gaid I, taking the keys from the
rack and pretending to be a whole lot in-
terested in a setter pup that I saw out of
the window, ‘I suppose 1 may as well show
the flat to both of you ladies at the same
time.'

“ I got hero first!' spapped the black
eyed one, giving me rather a baleful glance—
not half so baleful, though,as the stare which
she gavo the other young matron.

“ ‘Well, I like that!' exclaimed the latter,
who was blond, but had plenty of sparks
in her blue eyes at that. ‘Didn't I arrive,
here as soon as she did?' addressing me.

“ ‘Oh, well,' gaid I, in my best diplomatic
manner and sidestepping the question, ‘it
isn't likely that you'll both like the flat,
you know—perhaps neither of you will.’

“They both tossed their heads as much
as to say that they didn't know so much
about that, and I seized the moment to
lead them to the elevator and to conduct
them to the vacant forty dollar flat.

“ ‘Why, how nice!' they both exclaimed
at once when I led them into the flat.

“Then, naturally and strictly as a femi-
nine matter of course, they both peered
into the clothes closeta. ‘

“‘Oh, what lots of closet space!' they
exclaimed, taking pains, however, to ad-
dress their remgrks to me, and never so
much as looking at each other.

“ ‘Yes'm—yes'm,’ said I, bestowing a
separate and individual nod of acqguiescence

upon: each of the young matrons.

“ ‘What cute red wall paper!' they said |
just as one woman when 1 led them into
the dining room.

“l am not exaggerating in the least—
they raid just precisely the same things
and at exactly the same time, so that ite

as if they'd been rehearred !

identical as they were orally, they were |
far apart in spirit. I could see that by the
glances which they began to shoot at each
other out of the corners of their eyes.

“‘Qh, what a nice gas range!' ‘And |
filtered water!' ‘That porcelain tub is a |
new one, isn't it?’ ‘I'he kitchen certainly !
is cunning.' ‘Oh, I'll take this—I'm sure
my husband will like it,’ were their simul- |
taneous remarks. The last one got me
going, and came pretty nigh sending me
to the mat for the count.

“ ‘But,' said I, u'yin% to gain time by |
edging in a little joke, ‘the flat is really not
designed for two families, you know.'

“Then they both regarded me resentfully

and I knew what it was then to possess
that um feeling.

“ ‘But,’ put in the black eyed one, ‘I am

eotly positive that my husband will

ke this flat, and we are all packed and ready

to move in at once.’

“‘And I am ogunll certain that m
husband will be delighted with this fl
and—and we've been all ed and ready
to move for a week,' said the blue eyes
one, as if that latter:fact sort of nu
u.lonf the priority of her claim,

“ 1 will pay you a deporit on the rent
fit onoe,’ said tho black cyed one, beginning
to dig into her chatelaine bag.

“ ‘So will 1’ said the blue eyed one, snap~
pinlg open her wriathaf.

“1 was out on the limb for fair by this
time, but I essayed another sidestep to
gain_time.

“ ‘Perhaps,’ I said, ‘you ladies had better '

bring your husbands to look at the flat,
and then there'll he a better chance to arrive
at an understanding. It is possible— rather

robable, in fact—that they may not be so -

ken with the flat as you are, and in the
meantime you may, if vou choose, let me
have your references—that's the invariable
rule, you know-—and 1'll look them up.’

“ ‘Hore are my references!" they both
said at once, and they began to call off
namea 8o rapidly that my note book looked
like that of an incomupetent, stenographer.

“I'll have my husband here to look at
the flat immediately after lunchenn—about
1 o'clock— I'll telephone down,' they both
said, in essence, at once, and then 1 got
them down in the elevator and out,

“They toased their l)retty heads at each
other while standing in the entrance wait-
ing for cars, and then theytook cars going
in ra»poslta directions.

“Well, gir, the couples got off cars that
met right on this corner at exactly four
minutes past 1. The husbands were a
pair of good natured looking chaps, and

didn't appear to he in anrd great hurry. !

But their wives grabbed hold of their arms
Jjust as soon as they got off the car,

“ ‘Please hurry, won't you?' they said
impatiently to their husbands, literally
drnfging them to the ontranoce to my ofiice.
And the whole four squeezed {nto my little
office literally at the same instant.

“ ‘Have vou looked up the references?
the two women inquired of meatonce.

“ ‘Yes,' 1 replied, ‘and they are all ex-
cellent.’

“The two husbands stood closa together,
behind their Lusy wives, and [ caught them

| nodding and winking at each other.

“I took the foir of them up to the flat.

“ ‘Isn't it too perfectly dear, Jim?' in-
quired the blue eyed one of her husband.

“ ‘Isn’t it cunnin’, Jack?’ asked ‘the black
eyed one of her man at the same instant.

“ “Sall right—kind o' cooped up and
dinky—but, 'sall right,' replicd the hus-
bands, virtually together, and not en-
thusiastically.

“‘Why, 1 think it’s just grand,’ said the
black eyed one spiritedly.

“ ‘What kind of a flat do you expect to
get for $40 a month?" somewhat spitefully
inquired the blue eyed one of her husband.

“'Oh, 'sall right enough. replied the
two men, and then they looked each other
over and grinned.

“ ‘How about tossing for it, old man?
the husband of the black eved oné inquired
of the husband of the blue eyed one, and
they were hoth still grinning foolishly.

““Suits me all right,’ replied the one with
the blue eved wife, and he produced a half
dollar. ‘What d'ye call it?'

“ ‘Heads,' said the other man.

“And heads it was. ;

“The blue eyed wife looked very vindio-
tive'indeed. -

““Such silliness,' she snapped, looking
daggers at her husband, the loser of the
toss. ‘I just wish you had to look for $40
flats—you wouldn’t be so willing to flip
a coin for one when you found the one
that suited—indeed you wouldn't.'

“‘Don't be a hard loser, my dear,’ her
huﬂ:and replied, flabbily—and then they
went.

“ ‘I wasn't go crazy for the flat,’ I heard
the black eyed one say to her husband,
‘but I was just determined that that shrimpy
washed out, blondined thing wasn’t going
to chisel me out of it.'"

SCHOOLBOYS THEN AND NOW;
MONOLOGUE ON A RAINY DAY

“It was drizzling the other morning when |
my youngest boy—he's 10—was ready to i
start for school,” obeerved Stoutsome, |
“and his mother was on hand, of course, |
to see that he didn't make any mistakes.

“‘It's wet out this morning, son," she said |
to him, ‘and you must put on your crav- |
enette and your rubbers.’

“And the kid, of ocourse, put 'em on—
that is, he permitted his mother to help
him on with the things.

“S8he slipped his shoes into the rubbers
and slid his arms into his nice warm rain-
coat with the ulster belt at the back, and

tyke strolled out into the hall, took his
pick of the umbrellas in the rack and off
he went whistling and ready for any old
kind of weather,

“Gosh, but that boy looked trig and com-
fortable! And it pleased me to see the little
tyke that way, too.

“But as he strutted down the street, perky
with the knowledge that things were just
about coming his way—well, I looked the
ghaver over, and I fell to thinking of what
a dead snap that boy's got compared to
what drifted my own way out in the queer
little old Western town where I hung out
when ] was his age.

“The only overcoat that ever I owned
as a boy, or, for the matter of that, that I
ever owned at all before I began to buy
overcoats for myself, was like that one
that Simeon Ford has described so enter-
tainingly—that is to say, it was whittled
down from my dad's old Army of the
Potomao overcoat. It was a sort of heir-
loom in our family, and it was also a holy
show.

“Every boy that appeared in our family
had to take his regular whack at wearing
that overcoat, and the boy who showed
a oontumacious spirit about wearing it,
on aocount of the ridicule of his school-
mates, as exhibited by their hoarse hoots
of ‘Sojer!' and ‘Coffes cooler!"—well, that
boy just had to go without any overooat
at all.

“And rubbers for a boy! Well, I'd just
like to've seen the expression on the faces
of the old folks if any such crazy estion
had ever been made to them-—rtu to
cover the regular footgear of a boy gouing
to sch ool!

“We wore topboots. Sometimes they
were boots appmxlmne}{ of the size of
our feet, but not often. don't remember
evor having had a pair of boots that were
originally devised, d ned or intended
solely for my own wea .

“As a rule, the boots that I ware to school
were about four sizes too large for me,
ao that | had to be mighty wary in walk-
ing or running in muddy and suoky path
lest I pulled my feet right smack out &
my boots and landed in the mire in my stook-
ing feet. I had that dismal experience
several times before 1 picked up the neces-
sary skill that finally enabled me to take
chances even on wading in a duock pond
;&houc bheing in any danger of losing my

8

te.
“But, overlarge as all of the boots were
that came my way when I was a e, they

were mighty hard to get into when they
were frozen etiff in the winter, time. 1 used
to try to work this fact as an excuse to stay
home from school on extremely cold days,
but never ed to get by with that.
There'd been a lot of boys in the family
before 1 10( a\onq. you see, and my mother
had all of those little boy dodges so pat
that I had no chanoe in the wor
nny new ones on her.

“It's foolish, by the way. for a boy to
permit himself to be born into a fam{y in
which a number of other boys have pre-

to spring

ceded him. He hasn't got much ‘chance
in such a situation. e other fellows
have taught his mother too much.
“Nope, 1 never managed to stay home
from school on account of my boots being
frozen. When I'd try that on my mother
she would say to me, calmly and placidly:
“‘I know your boots are frozen, son-—

| but there's plenty of mutton tallow, you

know.'

“And I knew what that meant, of coursa.
Meant that 1'd have to freue my boots
before going to bed that night.

“My mother 'ud put a lump of tallow
on the back of the kitchen stove—the re-
ceptacle for the tallow was usually the
lid of an old tin shoe blacking box Then
she'd see to it that all of us boys placed
our boots on a line near the stove, to sort
o' thaw them out,

“Then we'd take turns dipping into the

tallow dish with our fingers, and then it 'ud

be a case of each boy using his own elbow
grease to get the kinks and dents and con-
trariness out of those boots. We'd have
to rub and rub and rub the tallow into the
leather, our mother standing by with her
hands on her hips, and a kindly, interested
expression on her face, watching to see
that we did the work well, and then we'd
plant the boots alongside the stove, in a
row, 80's to keep them sort of warm during
the night and not have the tallow cake on
them—and thus we'd settle our own chanoces
of being able to crawl out of going to school
on the following morning on account of
frozen bhoota.

“And umbrellas! A boy of my day and
date going to school of a morning under
the shelter of an umbrella! Why, he'd
have attracted just as much attention that
way as he would have if he'd gone to school
on the back of a camel of the desert.

“There was only one umbrella in our
family, anyhow, and that was a hu
greenish, parachutish affair, that looki
ruspiciously like it had been cribbed from
a wagon—you know those big front-seat-
of-n-wagon umbrellas—and tnat one um-
brella was strictly sacred to the grown up
folks. Us younkers would as soon have
thought of taking it out, to school or any-
where else, as we would of taking the old
daguerreotype of our grandmother out
into the rain.

“Oh, we just plugged along, and got wet
and then dry again, and caught oolds and
got over 'em again, best we could, and
certainly as well as our providers oould
afford. And here I am, at that, sound
enough, and glad enough, when it comes
to that, to see my own youngster a-sailing
along tatschool in rubbers and rainooat,
bought ospodall{ for him to fit his sizes,
and any old umbrella he durn pleases to
take out of the umbrella rack.

“Only I wish the self-contained little midge
wouldn't take it all' as such a dead straighty
it's-coming-to-me matter of c.firse.”

When Theatregoers Smoke Most.

From the Philadelphia Record.

*“You wouldn't suppose on the first thought
that there is any oconnection between the
state of the drama end the retalt tobacoo
trade,” says a man who runs a cigar store
close to one of the downtown theatres, “but
there is such a connection, and it is a_close
one. On any night when the theatre has a
musical comedy show or anything of that
kind 1 get twice the business 1 do when the

rformanoe {8 & comedy, drama or tragedy.
K’ﬁow that I have pointed the thing out you
gee the reason for it, of course he lighter
forms of entertainment in whiﬁ; the bunch-
ing of c?od looking chorus girls {s a fecture
i« attended larpedy by men who {o ¥
themselves. ey go out between the acts
in crowds, aud during the play and after it
{8 over my business is good.

“But with the other kind of show, even
though the house be crowded, the bulk of
the audience congiste of couples. Men take
their wives or their sweethearts and, as a
genera! rule, sit still between the acts to dis-
cuss the play. The difference is so marked
in my business and the fact is so well estab-
Jished that 1 muke it a rule to know the com-
ing shows as long beforehand as possibla
and govern the kind and smount of stock 1
have on hand accordingly. e theatre aatun,
rally runs largely to cigareites.” P
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